Tie Tr age die 

rniwoinebvic!!, whoii puiffinceoneidwli* 

. tall b*, well winded with our chiefcft | Q rf c ? 

This, and SimGeo^ecp boote, what thinkcft thou not 
Nor h good d W ^ion warlike foucraigne Ff,fl , 

Thi, found I one my tent this morning? ’ 

Iec ksJ ofVjrfolksJte no? to ffi/ t * 

For Djcks-uhj wfierUhn % kt.*f4m 
A thing deuifed by theeuemy, 

Goc Gentlemen euery mail vnto his charge 

y$ e f? drearies, affright qur fo’ules 

Conscience is a word that covyards y(e, ’ 

D e 11 ifd e as .0 r (t io It "cpc the ftrong in awe 

Our ftroog armesbe our confacnce S o 4r fvvordsour Jawe. 

March on.ioyne braucjy, le t vs too it pel] h$1 

WhS £ h f T U r n ’ tHcn h f d in band to hcJJ » Hu omm 

What fluH I fay mpre then I haue inferd, tohu 4 rm 
Remember who you are in cope withaii ' ' 

A fort of rababonds, Rafcql^apd run-awayes, 

A feum of Brituines, and bafe lackey plants, 

Whome their ore cloyed countrey vomits forth 
ro deiperate aduentures and affur’d dcftru&i OH 
You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnreft • ? 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beautious wiues 
They would reftrainc the one, diflaine the other 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow > 

■Long kept in Brittaine at opr mothers coft 
A milke- fop one thar neuer in his life 
felt fo much cold as ouer fhooesin fnow • 
ices whip thefc ftraglers ore rhe ieasagaine, 

Lalh hence thefe ouerweening xagsofFr^, 
Wfamiflitbeggcrs weary of their Jiucs, 

Who but for dreaming on this fond exploit 

If 0 weh"cl meaQe jf 3OrC rat$ had han S’ d Wdues. 

It we be conquered let men conquer vs. 

And not thefc baftard Brittaincs whom our fathers 

Hauem their owneland beaten, bob’d and thumpt. 

And on record left them the heire of flume. 

Shall thefe e iioy our lands, lie with our wiues ? 

J$,auiih our daughters, harke I hcare there drum. 


Pint., 


o/'Richard the Third. 

Right Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomea^ 

Draw Archers, draw you arowes to the head. 

Spur your proud horfes hard, and tide in blood. 

Amaze the welkin with y onr broken ftaues, 

What faics Lord Stanley will he bring hisj power t 
Mtf, My Lord he doth deny to come. 

King. Off with his fo»ne Giorgethczd. 

Nor. My Lord the enemy is paft the trnrfli. 

After th battel! let George Stanley die. 

King . A tlioufand hearts are gseatwithin my bdfouae, 
Aduanceour fhndards, fct ypon ourfoes. 

Our ancient wordofeourage faire Saint George 
1 nfpirc vs with the fpeene of fiery Dragons, 

Vponthetn, vi&ory fitsone-ourhelpes. 

Alarum exeur [sons, Enter Cateiby. 

Cat. Refce w my Lord of Norfolke,tikcyt refeew, 

The King enafts more wonders then a roan, 

Daring an eppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flame, and all one fcote be fights, 

Seeking for 'Richmond in the thtoatof death, 

Rcfcew, faire Lord, or elfe the day is loft. Enter Trichord 
Ktr.g. A horfe, a horfe my Kingdomc for a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord, ile h.-lpcyou to a horfe, 

Kmg. S!aue I haue fct my life vpon a caft. 

And I will fhnd rhe hazard of the die, 

I thinke there be fixe R ichminds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day inftcad of him. 

A horfe, a horfe, my kingdome fora horfe: 

Alarum , Enter R t chard & Richmond, they fight, Richard it 
Jlaine then retr ait being founded. Enter Richmond, Darby 
bearing the Crewne with other Lordr, 

Rich. God and your armc be praifed vi&orious friends, 
The day is ours the bloudie dog is dead. 

IX«r. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this long vlurped royalties, 

Prom the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes with all, 

Weare it, and make much of it. 

R’fh. Great God of heanen fay Amen to all. 
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